pleafant conceited Come die: N _ 

The Sea will ebb and flow, heauen fliew hisfaces / * 
Young blood doth not obay an olde decree* 

Wc can not crofle the caufe why we were bornct 
Therefore of all handcs muft we be forlworne* 

What, did thefe rent lines fliew fome loue of thine? 
Did they quoth you?Who fees the heaucnly Rofilme, 
l hat(like a rude and fauadge man o (fade.) 

At the firfl opning of the gorgious Eaft, 

Bowes not his vaflall head, and ftrooken blind, 

Rifles the bafe ground with obedient breaft. 

What peromptorieEagle-fighted eye 

Dares iooke vpon the heauen of her brow. 

That is not blinded by her maieftie? 

Whatzeale,whatfurie, hath infpirde thee now? 

■My Loue(her Miftres) is a gracious Moone, 

■5hee (an attending St arte) icarce fecnc a light, 

Tier. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Berovpnt* 

0,but for my Loue,day would turne to night, 

Ofall complexions the culd foueraigntie. 

Do meete as at a faire in her fairecheeke, 

Where feuerall worthies make one dignitic, 

W here nothing wantes,that want it felfe doth feeke* 

Rend me the flotilla ofall gentle tongues, 

Eie paynted l\cthorickc,0 fhee needesit not. 

To thingesof fale, a fellersprayfe bclongesi 
She paffes prayfe,thcn prayfe too fliort doth blot. 

A witherdHermightfiuefcore winters worne. 

Might fhake off fiftie, looking inher eye, 

Bcautie doth varnifh Age,as if new borne, 

And giucsthe Crutch the Cradles infancie. 

Otis the Sunne that maketh all thinges fhinc. 

King. By heauen, thy Loue is blaeke as Ebonie. 

Bcrcw. Js Ebonie like her/O vvord deuine / 

A wife offuch wood were felieitie, 

O who can giue an oth? Where is a booke? 

That I may l'weare Bcautie doth beautie lacke, 

Ifthat (he learne not of her eye to Iooke: 

No face is fayre that is not full fo blaeke, 

Xing 


m called Lottes Labor’s lojf. 

Kiri- O paradox, Blaeke is the badge of Hell, 

The hue of dungions,and the Schoole of night $ 

And beauties crefl: becomes the heauens well, 

Ber. Diuels fooneft tempt refembling fpirites of light, 
i O if in blaeke my Ladyes browes be deckt. 

It mournes,that painting vfurping haire 
Should rauifh dooters with a falfe afpeCt: 

And therefore is (he borne to make blaeke fayre. 

Her fauour turnes the fafhion ofthe dayes. 

For natiue blood is counted paynting now: 

And therefore redd that would auoyde difprayfe, 

Paintes it felfe blaeke, to imitate her brow. 

D uma. To Iooke like her are Chimnie-fwcepers blake. 
Long. And fincc her time are Colliers counted bright. 
King. And <u£thiops of their fweete complexion crake* 
Luma. Darke needes no Candles now,for darkc is light. 
Tier. Your Miflrefles dareneuercome in raine, 
Forfearetheir colours fhould be wafht away. 

King. T were good yours didifor fit to tell you plaine. 
He finde a fayrer face not wafht to day. 

Ber. He proue her faire,or talke till doomfe-day heere, 
Kmg. No Diuel will fright thee then fo much as fhee. 
Luma. I neuer knew man holde vile fluffe fo deare, 

Bong. Lookcjhecr’s thy loue, my foote and her face fee. ‘ 
"Ber O if the flreetes w.erc paued with thine eyes. 

Her fecte weremuch too daintic for fuch tread. 

Luma. O vile.,then as fhe goes what vpwardlyes? 

The flreetefhould fee as flic walkt oucr head. 

King. But what ofthis, are we not all in loue? 

Ber. O nothing fo fure,and thereby all forfworne. 

King. Then leaue this chat>and good BeroVeue now proue 
Our louing lawfully and our fayth net torne. 

Luma. I msric there, forae flatecrie for this euyll. 

Long. O fome authorise how to procecdc, 

Some tricks, fonfe quillets, how to chcate the diuelL 
Luma. Some falueforpcrruric, 

Ber. O tis more thenneede. 

Haue at you then affections men at armes, 
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